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" Why don't you take your convalescent leave ? "
"There isn't time."

For a moment we were silent.   Then I said, "Look,
Michael, will you forget for the next half-hour that
you're my doctor ? "
"Certainly/'     '
"Promise?"
"Yes."

"All right, then. I've got a temperature of a
hundred and two. And I feel like death. But I must
go to-morrow. Do you mind coming up to my room
and having a look at me ? I want to know just what's
wrong."

Upstairs in my room he examined me thoroughly.
"You're completely run down.    You've still got a
little jaundice on you.    Nothing serious.    But you'd
better come back to hospital for a while."

" If I went on this trip to-morrow, just how much
would it hurt me? "

" Hard to say.   It might put you back three months.
It might set you back a year."
"I'm going."
"No, you're not."

" Look, Michael. Supposing I was really fit, I'd be
going back to the Desert to-morrow, and I might be
killed the next day. By going on this trip, the worst
that can happen to me is that I'll be ill for a year.
Don't you see that I must take the risk ? Remember
you promised to forget that officially you're my
doctor."

He thought for a while before saying, "If there
wasn't a war on I'd stop you. As it is, will you promise
me three things ? You mustn't touch a drop of alcohol.
You must rest as much as you possibly can. And you